The T rdgedie of Richard D. of 

VPar. A way, away, once more fweet Lords farewell. 

Exeunt Omnts . 

Alarmes,andthen enter Richard at one dore } 

. and Clifford at an other* 

Rich. A Clifford a Qfford. 

Chf.A Richard a Rwhard. 

Rich. Now Clifford Jo r Torke and young Rfttlands death, 
This tbirftie fword that longs to drinkethy bloud, 

Shall loppc thy iimbes,and Jlice thy curfed heart, 

For to reuengc the numbers thou haft made. 

Clif. Now Richard, I am with thee here alone. 

This is the hand that fiabd thy father Torfe, 

And this the hand that flew thy brother Rutland: 

And hecr’s the heart that triumphs in their deaths. 

And cheeres dtcfe hands that flew thy fire and brother, 
To execute the like vpon thy l'elfe. 

And Co baue at thee. 

\ v '* 
as4litrmes,tbeyfighfand then enters Warwick? andrefiues 

Richard, and then Exeunt omnes. Alarm cs 
slilfand then enter Henne Joins. 

Hen. Oh gratious God of heauen looke downe on vs. 
And let fome cndes to thefe mediant griefes, 

JTow like a maftlefle flrip vpon the Seas, 

This wofull battaile dodi coutinue (fill: 

Now leaning this way, now to that fldedriuc, 

And none doth know to whome the day will fall. 

.O would my deatlfmightftay thefe crucll iarres* 
Would 1 had ncuerraignde.nor nere bin king. 
.cJWargret and Clfford,chi<ie me from the field. 
Swearing they had heft fuccefle when 1 was thence: 
Would God that 1 were dead/o all were well, 

Or would my crownefufFice,I were content, 

Xo yecld it diem and liue a priuate life. 

Enter a Soaldier wit h a dead man in his armes . 

Soul. Ill blowcs the wind that profits no bodie, 

This man chat I haue flaine in fight to day 
May be poflefied of fome (tore of Crownes, 


Torke., and Benrie the fixt. 

And I will fearch to fi n d e them ifl can, 

But (lay : me ihinkes it is my fathers face. 

Oh l,tis he; whom I haue flaine in fight, 
from London was ] preft out by the King, 

My father he came on the part oCTorke: 

And inthis conflift I haue flaine my father* 

Ohpardon God, I knew not what 1'did, 

And pardon father for I knew thee not- 

Enter an other Sonldier with a dead man. 
i.Sonl. Lie there, thou thatfoughtft with me Co fioutiy, 
Now let me fee what Acre of gold thou haft, 

But Hay, me thinkes this is no famous face;- .. 

Oh no, it is my Sonnethat Lhaue flaine infight, 

Omonflrous times, begetting fuch euents. 

How cruell,bloodie,and ironious. 

This deadly quarrcll daily doth beget, 

Poore boy thy lather gaue the life to lace, 

And hath bereauVi thee of thy life too ioone. 

King. Woe aboue w'oe,griefe more then common griefe* 
Whilft Li6ns warre,and battaile for their dens, 

Poore Lambs do feele the rigour of their wraths: 

The Redrofe and the Whight arc on his face. 

The fatall colours of our firming houfes, 

Wyther one Rofc,and let the other flourifiv 
Forifyou ftriue>ten thoufand liues mull pcrifii. 

iSohI How will my Mother for my lathers death. 

Take on withme,and nere be fatisfide? 

2-Soul, Kow wijlmy wife for {laughter of her fonne, 

Take on with me,ana nere be fatisfide? 

King. How will the people now mifdeeme their King? 
Oh would my death their mindescouid fatisfie. 
i.Soul Was euer fonne fo rudejhis lathers blood to Tpillf 
2'ScuL Was euer father fo vnnaturall his fonne to kill? 

King. Was euer Kingtnus greeiid and vexed fiill? 
i SouL He beare thee hence from this accurled places 
For woe is me to fee my fathers face. 

Exit with his father. 

iSmL lie beare thee hence, and let them fight that will, 

Dj» Far 
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